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salons were amongst the most frequented in Rome.
Her only surviving son Ermanno died a few years
ago in the Palazzo Vitelleschi, and Mariella feels the
loss of her nephew very deeply. Therefore it seems
now that the younger branch of the family will
come to the fore, as my cousin Pier Marcello, who
is in the Consular Service, married a charming,
beautiful Norwegian girl, and has three sons.
Undoubtedly, Rome has much changed from what
it used to be when I was a child and looked out of
my nursery window, which gave on to the Piazza
Tor de Specchi (meaning Square of the Tower of
Mirrors). This little square used to lead to the
Temple of Vesta, and on the way, one passed through
Piazza Montanara, the famous market-place where
all the Roman peasants used to assemble.
In pulling down all the old houses in this neigh-
bourhood to widen the streets these squares have
disappeared; and now, thanks to Mussolini, a
lovely wide avenue goes direct from the Campidoglio
to the Temple of Vesta,
Over and over again, I used to watch from my
window the queues of servant girls and peasants
lining up in the piazza, holding in their hands brilliant-
coloured paper and envelopes, awaiting their turn
to have their letters written by the scrivano $ublico
(public letter-writer).   He used to sit there on his
rustic chair, at his ink-stained small wooden table,
for hours and hours, writing letter after letter, and
repeating out loud as he wrote each phrase that
was being dictated to him.   On rainy days he sat
under a huge multi-coloured umbrella*
I remember being greatly thrilled one day to see
amongst the crowd a little housemaid of ours who